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manner (philosophiquement et ehaudement el doucement). A couple of philosophers, without being courtiers, may dine in the Palace of a Philosopher-King : I should even take the liberty of sending one of his Majesty's Carriages for you,—at two precise. After dinner, you would be at hand for your Academy meeting.'1 V.—How cosy!—And King Friedrich has relented, too; grants me the Marquisat; can refuse me nothing!
Voltaire to D'Argental (Potsdam, 15th March 1751). * * CI could not accompany our Chamberlain' (Von Ammon, gone as Envoy to Paris, on a small matter2), 'through the muds and the snows,—'where I should have been buried; I was ill,' and had to go to the Marquisat. ' D'Arnaud and the pack of Scribblers would have been too glad. D'Arnaud, animated with the true love of glory, and not yet grown sufficiently illustrious by his own immortal Works, has done one of that kind,'—by his behaviour here. Has behaved to me—oh, like a miserable, envious, intriguing, lying little scoundrel; and made Berlin too hot for him: seduced Tinois my Clerk, stole bits of the Pucelle (brief sight of hits, for Prince Henri's sake) to ruin me.
'D'Arnaud sent his lies to Fre'ron for the Paris meridian' (that is his real crime); ' delightful news from canaille to canaille: "How Voltaire had lost a great Lawsuit, respectable Jew Banker cheated by Voltaire; that Voltaire was disgraced by the King," who of course loves Jews; "That Voltaire was ruined; was ill; nay, at last, that Voltaire was dead."' To the joy of Freron, and the scoundrels that are printing one's Pucelle.
' Voltaire is still in life, however, my angels; and the King has been so good to me in my sickness, I should be the ungratefulest of men if I didn't still pass some mouths with him. When he left Berlin' (30th January, six weeks ago), ' and I was too ill to follow him, I was the sole animal of my species whom he lodged in his Palace there' (what a beautiful bit of colour to lay-on!)—'He left me equipages, cooks ' et cetera,; and his mules and horses carted-out my temporary furniture (meubles de passade) to a delicious House of his, close by Potsdam' (Marquisat to wit, where I now stretch myself at ease; Niece Denis coming to live with me there,—talks of coming, if my angels knew it),— 'and he has reserved for me a charming apartment in his palace of Potsdam, where I pass a part of the week.
'And, on close view,.I still admire this Unique Genius; and he deigns to communicate himself to me ;—and if I were not 300 leagues from you,
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1 ' Commercial Treaty' ; which he got done. See Longchamf, if any one is curious otherwise about this Gentleman; ' D'Hamon' they call him, and sometimes ' Damou,'—to whom Niece Denis wanted to be Phyllis, according to Longchamp,